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I use to get anxious when talking about God. As though the mere mention of the 
possibility of the divine immediately gave me one of those "That Guy" labels which 
most people find offensive, or funny, but never serious. When I thought about God, 
what little faith I had kept me from disbelief, but outside of those pockets of quiet 
meditation and introspection that faith became completely washed out by 
'reality'. 

I mean, God exists outside of our perceived reality and faith is necessary for such 
belief. Right? That is what I believed. And it is what I believed most others believed 
as well. 

How incredibly difficult and frustrating it was to be torn between those two poles 
of faith and reason. How absurd it was for a college educated, decently 
thoughtful, and mostly honest young man to cower to atheistic intellectuals when 
pushed to explain the cause of faith in a rational manner. Sure, there's the 
unmoved mover justification for creation, but that's nothing anyone hasn't heard 
and is quickly brushed aside as trivial with the counter question of who "moved" 
God. The ensuing ontological discussion this caused, with its circular reasoning and 
cliched phrases, was enough to make this self-conscious individual never delve 
too deeply into it -- at least not in public. Besides, there had to exist a less obvious, 
but simultaneous more obvious, answer out there. If God exists, then God alone 
would be the source of all meaning, all purpose, all truth. So why was I feeling as 
though there had to be a mystery? That there had to be a clear divide between 
faith and reason? 

What eventually became of this limbo was a clear rejection of God. Not 
necessarily of God's possible reality, but simply of God's work. I grew increasingly 
cold-hearted, always judging the "Christians" around me, gauging their sincerity, 
and whether or not they had the intelligence to even truly be sincere. Everything 
pertaining to the faith was placed on a pedestal and awaiting my judgment. All I 
wanted — all I needed - was for somebody, anybody, to convince me of why they 
believed in God (and forgive me, God, of the insults I threw at those who tried 
doing so using their mere experience). 

My father warned me of the increased amount of arrogance I began possessing, 
and of the vitriol with which I used in my discussion of others. I just laughed such 
accusations off as being naive, and even began to see my father and other family 
members in the same negative light I cast on others. Of course, he was right, but 
at that time I wasn't willing to accept such truth. 

In and out of bouts of depression (but more so in) I struggled with whether or not I 
could be an atheist. If God was unwilling, or unable, to provide any sort of easily 



accessible answer to me, then "God" was but a thorn in my side, a wretch in my 
gut, that needed to be expunged so that I might come to know truth elsewhere. 
So I began my search, fearfully as I was still scared at the thought of abandoning 
all which I thought I once knew, and I tried to arrive at the spot where one feels 
comfortable being an atheist. I read, I spoke with other atheists, and I thought -- a 
lot. 

Beginning with what I understood as the existential first step, I professed that due 
to my sheer existence, I was the cause of all meaning. I could accept that as being 
logical, no question. Siding with the atheist that a lack of knowledge pertaining to 
the existence of life does not have to facilitate a belief in a creator God, I chalked 
that mystery into my intellectual cold-case file (which is categorized in my brain 
right behind Flat Earth Theory and Heliocentricism). I've never been to space, have 
but vague notions of quantum physics, and there was, unfortunately, no historical 
records fourteen billion years ago - so it was time to move on. 

Alright, so there I was: no God, just me. 

I stayed at that place for about a fraction of a second, or however long it took to 
open my eyes and realize there was a huge, crazy, complex world around me 
that was brimming with tricky things like feeling, and emotions, and guilt, and 
ethics, and love, and the thought of death. And it was all too much. How to make 
sense of any of those things? What gave those things, or perhaps should I say 
concepts, their validity? I certainly didn't construct them (not yet at least). 
Remember, I was still at 'me' and no God. 

So when were those things constructed? Why were they constructed? Did they 
always exist? 

I immediately knew my answer to the last question and figured my response to the 
other two would be predicated by that initial conclusion. "No, they didn't always 
exist. That's absurd," I told myself. All those things are entirely relative to the 
individual. Even the thought of death, as Hamlet put it, "To be or not to be," is 
subject to debate. Now, clearly, it is more logical to choose existence over 
nonexistence, but that answer is still reliant upon the individual to decide — and 
the other things like love or guilt even more so. So why then were they 
constructed? 

By this time I was teetering on nihilism. Everything was appearing meaningless to 
me. Not even simply emotions (which I had often found void of much meaning 
even with God in the picture), but all of existence. What was humanity other than 
billions of years of evolutionary development from the bare stages of life? 
Consciousness itself was but a chemical reaction of particles seeking self- 
preservation. To exist in their current form, they needed me as much as I needed 
them. Everything, it seemed, was just caught up in this gigantic farce established 
upon the one underlying theme: selfish ambition to exist. And, "Oh man!" is that 
cool and so incredibly fascinating, but fascination cannot logically bring forth 



meaning. I was beginning to feel like Alan Moore's The Comedian, and that guy 
was a bit of a bastard. 

How then does the atheist subscribe truth to benevolence? If all things are 
meaningless, any concept of goodness, or of love, or of ethics are just flowery, 
and ultimately trivial, attempts to obscure the sad reality that such broad 
concepts are but self-serving endeavors to preserve and continue your 
meaningless existence. What came before and what comes after are laughable 
thoughts that are preyed upon by the weak who are unable to face the lurid 
dimness surrounding them. Benevolence is but a misspelled and elongated way 
to spell 'tool'. 

So here I was, an absolutely horrible atheist. I had doubted God and attempted 
to find the meaning but was only left looking into emptiness. At least when I 
thought about God I saw emptiness AND swirls. What I would give to at least have 
those vague swirls of ethereal dust cast back into my visions, but to give up after 
going this far in my search for truth just for some swirls just oozed with close-minded 
religious fundamentalism. 

What then gives meaning? 

While I pondered this question, my incredibly masculine ability to multi-task 
numerous things at once allowed the chemicals in my brain to begin the arduous 
process of cleaning out all the unnecessary files of stuff in my brain which I now 
knew to be meaningless. Basically everything. 

As I sat motionless staring at the wall, the following conversation occurred (I think)... 

Chemical A: <Knock knock> 
Chemical B: Yes? Come in. 

Chemical A: <Nervously entering the office> Umm... 
Chemical B: What do you want? 

Chemical A: Well, sir, I was going through those files you gave me and I 

came across something that I didn't know where to place... 

Chemical B: You throw out everything unrelated to eating, sleeping, or 

breathing. What's so hard about that? 

Chemical A: But, sir, this file... it's a cold case. 

Chemical B: Sound the alarm. 

...I come back to my senses. 

God? What's God have to do with the logical necessity of meaning? ...Wait, 
what? 

It's like a light was immediately turned on and things started to make sense. The 
flood gates were opened and the proverbial waters of truth began rushing 
through every vein in my body. How could it be so obvious and yet I missed it this 
whole time? This huge mammoth logical clause that is painted all across the 



universe and embedded in all things true: God is the force which gives meaning 
not only to the self, but to everything surrounding the self. God is what makes it all 
work. 

It's impossible to find meaning within the meaningless, and yet theists and atheists 
all over appear to live in denial of this fact. Woe is me for having been so blind, so 
arrogant, as to not see such a simple truth! How long had I stumbled in search for 
something that was imbedded within the very fabric of my soul and at the very 
root of my existence! 

And through this, I also gained the understanding that the selfish construct of 
'meaning', that which exists absent of the divine, is the 'reality' which makes up a 
large portion of our known, or perceived, world. We are born into the self, a self 
that is born into a selfish world filled with selfish ideas, and through this 
understanding, the very real concept of rebirth, of being born anew, into Truth 
takes on such a miraculously beautiful image! 



